men dreaming' icily in nooks that might have made

old Omar's delight, >haded, and sung to by a stream.
In Greece it is not so. Once you are out in the coun-
try, you come upon no one but peasants, shepherds,

goatherds, Gipsies, turkey-drivers, and, speaking
generally, "sons of the soil."

In the very height of summer, I am told, the

Athenians do condescend to go to the pine-woods.
They sleep during part of the day, and stay out of
doors at night, often driving into the country, and
eating under the trees or by the sea. But even in the
heat of a rainless September, if 1 may judge by my
own experience, they prefer Constitution Square
and "the Dardanelles" to any more pastoral pleas-
ures.

I did not imitate them, but followed the Via Sacra
one morning, past the oldest olive-tree in Greece, a
small and corrugated veteran said to have been
planted in the time of Pericles, to the Convent of
Daphni, now fallen into a sort of poetic decay.

Once more I was among pine-trees* They
thronged the almost park-like slopes under /Ega-
leos. They crowded toward the little Byzantine
church, which stands on the left of the road on the
site of a vanished temple of Apollo, with remains of
its once strongly fortified walls about it. Lonel>%
but smiling, as though with a radiant satisfaction at
its own shining peace, is the country in whose bosom
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